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self.   It is my duty," and she stared primly at
the view beyond the convent garden.
"Yes," said Doreen.

There was nothing more to learn and she knew
it. Bertha' was one of those stolid people, ab-
sorbed with a sense of duty, and she could not
see beyond herself. She did not want to see
beyond. The convent was her world, and she
asked never to leave it again. She liked being
here.

But for Doreen, the doors were opening, and
she wanted to dance with delight. Bertha went
off to the herbs. She turned back her big sleeves
and fixed them into the leather belt that she
wore round her plump little waist; she bent over
the mint, and the thyme, and the "old man",
and the sweet essence of all three came to
Doreen*

Then she turned and saw emerging from the
convent itself the Mother Superior, in her thick
black habit; leaning on a stick, for she walked
badly with the years, and beside her a tall man,
erect, with a face that looked to the sun. This
must be the guardian.

"He isn't really so very old/' she thought
quickly, and went to meet them.